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	1. Prologue

**Disclaimer:** _I don't own RWBY or its characters. Not even any merchandise. Just the idea for the story._

* * *

><p><em>"Life is nothing more than a variable of circumstances. Every action taken, every Human born, affects the world around them. Sometimes it's a small effect, hardly noticeable. However, there are times when the smallest effect can cause the biggest changes in the world. Take one small cog out of a machine, and the whole thing could collapse. The smallest variable can make the biggest difference. Add one new detail, and the story changes drastically."<br>_

_"This is one such story."_

* * *

><p>When Taiyang heard the news that his wife, Summer Rose, had given birth to not one, but two babies, twins, he had nearly fainted then and there, had it not been for his friend Qrow catching him and splashing water onto his face. When he was allowed to see them, he broke out into a huge smile as he beheld his tired wife, holding two sleeping bundles in each arms.<p>

They were both identical, taking after their mother, with black hair tinged with a red gradient, and undoubtedly silver eyes.

"Tai, meet your son and daughter." Summer said softly with a warm smile. The man knelt down and gently touched his wife's face, before turning to his two newest children.

"What should we call them?" He asked quietly.

"I was thinking Ruby, for the girl, and Roy, for the boy."

Taiyang smiled as he gazed upon the three miracles given to him.

"They're perfect."

* * *

><p>The twins were inseparable, doing everything together with their older sister, Yang. Just standing there, they were hard to tell apart, unless one spoke up. It got even worse when Summer knitted them both matching red cloaks to wear.<p>

When Summer wasn't home, and was off on missions, Taiyang employed the help of Qrow in looking after his children. Little Ruby took to her uncle immediately, but Roy was a bit slower, but no less welcoming. The days when Summer was home though was when the Rose-Xiao Long household became the most lively.

Yang took pride in looking after her two younger siblings, always following them around, keeping them out of trouble. In turn, Taiyang followed all three of his children around, making sure to be there to catch any of them should they stumble and fall. And Summer went along to make sure her husband wasn't too overbearing.

The family could not be any happier. But sadly, this was not to last.

Four years after the twins' birth, while Summer was away on another mission for Ozpin, the head of Beacon Academy, and Qrow was off doing something, Patch was attacked by hordes of Beowolves. No one knows where they came from, but every available Hunter in the area was called to defense.

The Beowolves swarmed across Patch, but damage was mostly kept to a minimum, with low casualties. This was the situation when they arrived at the Rose-Xiao Long house.

"Yang, take Ruby and Roy back into the house, lock the door, and stay there!" Taiyang yelled, ushering his children towards the door.

"But daddy, I want to help fight!" Yang protested, and Taiyang took the time to kneel down in front of her.

"I know you do, but right now I need you to look after your brother and sister. I need you to protect them for me, alright?"

Yang nodded firmly, and grabbed her siblings' hands, and ran into the house. Once the door was shut and locked, Tai turned to the Beowolves that were slowly advancing and cracked his knuckles threateningly.

"Alright then, which one of you wants to die first?"

* * *

><p>Yang took Ruby and Roy and hid in her parents' room. The sounds of fighting could be heard inside, along with her father's roars of challenge. She ran to the window and peeked out it to watch the fight. The Beowolves were swarming around Taiyang, and he was brutally beating them back.<p>

"Yang, I'm scared". A small voice sounded behind her, and she turned to see the twins huddling together in a corner, shaking. She jumped down from the window and ran over to them, hugging them both.

"Don't worry, daddy's going to beat up those Grimm outside, and if any get in, I'll beat them up!"

"Really?" Asked Roy, and Yang nodded confidently.

"Really! In fact, I'm going to go scope out the house right now and make sure none got in! you two stay here, and hide in the closet if you hear anything strange!"

With that, the little dragon ran out of the room, fists swinging in anticipation of Grimm to beat. Ruby turned to her brother, and they both hunkered down, holding hands.

* * *

><p><em>"Is it working?"<em>

"Yeah, seems like it. The father's too busy fending off the pack to notice the house."

_"And you're certain the mother is gone?"_

"Positive."

_"Good. Start now. Remember, it needs to look like an accident, so take only one child. With any luck, they'll think a Beowolf got through. Once you have one, get out of there. The minute that man hears one of those brats scream, he's going to be there in an instant."_

"Understood."

The man heard the audible click of communications being cut, and surveyed the scene before him. Taiyang Xiao Long was truly a monster, easily capable of killing Beowolves en masse. It was a good thing, then, that the man wouldn't be tangoing with him today. No, his mission was simple: Use this distraction to break into the house and kidnap one of the Rose twins.

The man shifted uncomfortably. He was balanced precariously in a tree, in a suit designed to look similar to a Beowolf. It wasn't the best, shoddily made, but it would do the trick against children. The man slunk down and kept to the shadows, staying behind the trees as he circled around to the back of the house.

Spying a window, the man carefully stalked towards it, and popped it off its hinges. He then silently crawled in, carefully replacing the window as he went.

_Now, time to find those children._

* * *

><p>Yang raced through the house, checking for any Grimm that might have snuck past her father and entered the house. She gave a few experimental punches at some suspicious shadows on the wall, but other than that, all was good!<p>

That is, until she heard her siblings' terrified screams coming from her parents' bedroom. Eyes wide with horror, she ran back there as fast as her little legs could carry her. When she reached the room, she stopped dead.

There, with her younger brother under one arm, was a Beowolf, her sister cowering in front of it. Yang gave a loud shriek, first of fear, than anger, and charged the beast, fists raised. It turned to regard her, and swatted her aside, then smashed the window nearby.

A massive roar ripped through the air, and a loud crash was heard as Taiyang smashed the door down, Behind him were the smoldering corpses of Beowolves, all dead in an instant from the dragon's rage. Yang's eyes opened slowly as she saw the Beowolf leap out and run off.

Then her dad was there, and the world went black.

* * *

><p>It was raining. How appropriate, as though the sky itself was crying. Summer, Taiyang, Ruby, Yang, Qrow, and someone else all stood in front of a little grave a little ways from the house.<p>

"I-it was my fault!" sobbed Yang, clutching her mother's leg as tears and raindrops fell from her face, "I l-left them to make sure none had gotten past dad, a-and it...it..."

Summer held her two daughters tightly as tears poured down her own face. Qrow and Taiyang stood there grimly, eyes locked onto the grave. The other man standing there, Ozpin, stared at the broken family, face impassive, but heart burdened.

"I was too slow to catch it, too slow to save my own son!" Tai said, eyes squeezed shut, fists clenched tightly. Qrow gave his friend space, and said nothing. All were blaming themselves when the situation was nothing more than a horrible tragedy.

Taiyang had entered the room where his daughters were, only to see Yang passed out, and Ruby shaking in the corner, with one of the windows busted open. After quickly checking on them, he had hid them in the closet, locked it and shoved his bed in front of it, and then ran out the window, determined to track down the beast that took his son.

Sadly, he didn't make it in time, and lost its trail. The only thing he found was Roy's small cloak, with blood on it.

"Ozpin..." Summer said quietly, gaining the man's attention. He turned to see her staring at him resolutely, silver eyes filled with sorrow, and anger.

"I can't do this anymore, I'm sorry. If I had been here, if I hadn't been gone, then I could have protected my family. Ozpin, I-I quit."

"I understand." The Headmaster said quietly. He had a feeling this would happen, and he could not find it in his heart to refuse the woman. No mother, no family, should have to go through this tragedy.

They all stood there, mourning the loss of the the Rose-Xiao Long family's son, unaware that many miles away, Roy Rose was still alive, frightened, and being taken to another land.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes: <strong>_Hoo boy, here it finally is! The one RWBY fanfic of mine I am actually, truly, excited to write, without hesitation or doubt! Like the prologue, by the way? I do. Do not worry, things that happened will be explained! The third Genre for this is Friendship, by the way. **S**__**o, let's first start this AN off by clearing some things up!** _

_No, Roy will not be raised as some dark and brooding OC who's face is only capable of scowling. No thank you. He's not going to be some OP Hunter capable of taking down Grimm alone. Not happening. That means no Silver-Eye powers for him in this fic. Not going that route, even if the show explains them to us.  
><em>

_So, Summer is still alive in this. Interesting, no? My reasoning is thus: She lost her son, and is afraid of losing either daughter. It's a very real adult fear, and she decided she's no longer going to be a Huntress, not fulltime anyway, hint hint wink wink. Lemme know what you think of this decision. It will affect the story later on.  
><em>

_Roy's name. Roy appears in Scottish Gaelic, from the word ruadh, meaning red. I chose it because I felt it complimented Ruby nicely, and couldn't decide what a hypothetical twin brother would be named. It was both very easy, and very hard. Please don't flay me alive for this.  
><em>

_Ruby and Yang will still be the same as they are in canon, though Yang will probably be more protective in this, understandably. But we won't be seeing them again for a while, no sir. Not yet. Let me know what you think of the story so far by leaving a review, anonymous or signed! I hope you guys enjoy this as much as I will be._


	2. Chapter One

**Chapter One**

* * *

><p>Roy was terrified. He had no idea where he was, and he wanted to go home. When the Beowolf had entered the room where he and Ruby had been huddled, he had valiantly tried protecting her by pushing her behind him, cloak spread out in the hope of seeming more intimidating, just like the heroes in the books Summer read to them.<p>

No such luck. The beast had hit him hard in the head, stunning the poor boy. Everything after that was a blur, but he remembered his sister screaming. When he had come to, he was tucked under one of the beast's arms, and his cheek and arm were bleeding. It had ran through the woods, and his cloak had gotten snagged onto a low hanging branch. The Beowolf had snarled in a strange way, and ripped the cloak off Roy before throwing it on the ground and continued to run.

Roy had passed out again, and when he awoke, he was in a strange run down shack, and the Beowolf was gone. In its place was a a strange looking man in black and brown, with pale skin and long brown hair. His face was menacing, and reminded the boy of pictures of hawks that he had seen with his uncle Qrow.

"S-sir?" Roy had spoke up hesitantly, instantly drawing the man's gaze to him. He had mean looking eyes, gold and sharp, "D-did you rescue me from that Beowolf? C-can I go home now?"

"Shut up!" The man hissed at the boy, and he recoiled in fear. The man kept glancing out the window of the shack, eyes darting back and forth as though searching for something. When he seemed satisfied that nothing was following then, he walked up to Roy, raised a fist, and hit him, knocking him out.

The third and final time Roy woke up was on a ship, and he instantly fell ill. He just wanted to go home! He wanted to be back with his mother and father and two sisters! He began to cry, and the man appeared from upstairs.

"Oh will you shut up already?!" He snarled, and that only made Roy cry harder. The man reached back and backhanded the boy across the face, and he quieted down, sniffing.

"Good. Now, listen up kid. From here on out, you will do EXACTLY as I say, immediately when I say it. If you don't, you'll get another smack just like the one I gave you, understand?"

Roy whimpered, and nodded, and the man seemed satisfied.

"Good. Now, you are going to stay right here, and don't even think of leaving this room. You are surrounded by miles of water, and nowhere to go. Trying to escape will not work, and if you're not careful, will get you killed. Have I made myself clear?"

Roy nodded once more and the man left. With nothing else to do, and feeling sick, Roy curled up into a ball and cried himself to sleep, dreaming of his mother and sisters.

* * *

><p>Days went by with little change. The man would occasionally come down and throw some bread at Roy, and leave again. Sometimes he left a mug of water for the kid to drink. Roy had no contact with anyone else. If other men came down, Roy hid behind some old barrels, terrified.<p>

These men didn't look like Hunters, like his father. They were bigger, and looked a lot more meaner too. Roy was terrified to think of what would happen if they found him.

Eventually the ship finally stopped rocking, and the man came down to get Roy.

"We're leaving. Don't cause a scene, **or else**."

The boy trembled, and nodded, not daring to say another word. The man led him up the stairs and past the crew, who leered at the child. What Roy saw made him stop abruptly.

Sand. For as far as the eye could see. The man shoved him forward, and Roy stumbled.

Where was he? What was going to happen to him?

The man led Roy to a large aerial craft and forced him onto it.

"Well, it looks like you actually succeeded, Bayard."

Another man had poked his head out from the front of the craft and smirked at the man Roy now knew was called Bayard.

"Whatever, let's just get this brat back to the tribe and be done with it. I despise these filthy machines."

"Heh, can do."

The machine lifted off, and Roy stumbled and fell backwards.

* * *

><p>After hours of flying, the machine began to slow down as a small village came into view. It was incredibly small and rustic looking, and Roy did not like it.<p>

"Well kid, this here's your new home. You'd better get used to it."

Roy turned fearfully to the man called Bayard, only to see him grinning evilly at him. He cringed and shrank away, and Bayard shoved him out of the machine. Instantly people from the village came rushing towards them, and Roy froze in fear.

"Bayard, you're back! So is Bruno!"

"Were you successful?"

The people kept chattering, ignoring Roy, who curled up on the ground, trying to avoid being seen. Suddenly there was a hush from the crowd, and an old woman covered in blankets, beads, and feathers slowly shambled towards them.

"Bayard," She rasped, her voice sounding like gravel, "Did you get one of the children?"

"Crone," Bayard sneered, "Of course I got one. It was a close call, and their father almost caught up, but I was able to get away, and I brought one with me."

He jerked his thumb at Roy, and everyone's eyes fell on the child. The old hag shambled up to Roy, peering at him. It was only then that he realized her eyes were milky white and filmed over. She was blind.

"At last! We have a Silver-Eye among us! Soon we will be liberated from these wastelands, and taken to our rightful home in the heavens! Our time is drawing nearer!"

She let out a horrifying screech, like a bird, and the others around did the same, all of them raising their hands to the sky, curled like claws.

"Take him to the caves! We shall mold him into the savior we rightfully deserve!"

Roy was roughly picked up and dragged a great distance. All the while the people around were chanting and screeching like they had gone mad. Eventually they came to a great cavern, and Roy was shoved inside. There he saw many other children there, picking and digging away at the walls.

Armed villagers were standing around, making sure none slacked off.

"Hehehehehe, you will spend your youth here, Silver-Eye, and when you're older, you will liberate my tribe, and take us to the holy land!"

The old crone stood above him, cackling madly as she shoved Roy further inside.

"Take him to the deepest part and work him to the bone! He must not rest! He must not stop! Only at his breaking point will his true power manifest!"

Bayard came walking back in, a leather whip in hand.

"Gladly." He simply said, sneering at Roy. The boy whimpered, seeing no escape.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes: <strong>_The more a character suffers, the more you sympathize with them and want them to succeed. And I plan to make Roy suffer greatly, huehuehue. And I bet you readers thought there'd be some huge plot behind the kidnapping. Nope, just a crazy tribe's cult!  
><em>

_Wow, this is getting popular, lol. I did not expect three reviews, six follows, four favorites, and 100+ views already! You have no idea how much it pleases me that you guys are enjoying this so far!_

_Fun bit of trivia: The fanfic's name comes from a verse in Nightwish's song, End Of All Hope. It goes as such: **"**__**No will to wake for this morn, To see another black rose born, Deathbed is slowly covered with snow."**. Does that have relevance to the plot? Probably not, to be honest. I just liked how it sounded, and decided to make Roy the "Black Rose", as you'll eventually see.  
><em>

_Baynard and Bruno both mean "Brown", old French for Baynard, and German for Bruno._


	3. Chapter Two

_Chapter Two_

* * *

><p><strong>Eight years later<strong>

Roy grunted as he struggled to pick up a particularly large rock, easily half his size. The twelve year old strained every muscle that had developed, trying desperately not to drop it. Another boy, a bit older than him by maybe a fear years or so, rushed over and helped him keep it steady, and together they moved it off to the side.

"Whew, t-thanks Daven." Roy gasped, leaning against the rock, trying to catch his breath, gesturing as he spoke. The older boy just smiled sadly at him and nodded, before turning to get back to work. Roy watched him go, sorrow feeling his heart. Daven was a kind boy, tall for his age. He was invaluable to the other children being forced to labor in the caves.

The sound of a crack interrupted Roy's thoughts, and a whip struck him in the chest, causing him to kneel over in pain.

"No resting, Silver-Eye!" Snarled Bayard, the boy's kidnapper and tormentor. Silver-Eye. That was Roy's nickname and title now, and he was sick of it. He glared at the man, and received a backhand for his troubles. Rather than keep it up, Roy turned back to his work station, picking up his pickaxe as he went.

Eight years. Eight years since Bayard had kidnapped him from his home, and brought him to this hellhole wasteland. Eight years since he had last seen his mother, father, and two sisters. No, for eight long years Roy was stuck working in these caves, wondering what the point was.

"Grimm!" a voice roared out, and Roy froze for a brief second, before ducking down along with the rest of the children as their guards got into position, weapons at ready.

Out of the darkness they came, like living shadows. Creeps. Some of the most terrifying creatures Roy had ever seen, easily surpassing the Beowolves that haunted his nightmares. He felt his pulse quicken, and his breath got shorter as he began to shake uncontrollably.

A hand covered his own, and he jerked his head around, and found himself staring into the clear blue eyes of Kiara, a girl four years older than him, and fellow captive. She smiled and put both hands to his face, and kept his gaze on her.

"Keep looking at me, Ciar. Don't focus on the Grimm, focus on me and my voice." She said softly, keep her eyes fixed on his own. Slowly, ever so slowly, the sounds of combat faded, and his pulse slowed, and he stopped shaking.

Ciar. That was the name "given" to him by The Tribe. Every child they kidnapped, they gave a new name as they threw them into the caves, to work and die there, in an attempt to cut off all ties they might have had with their old lives.

Roy despised the name, but to try using his old one meant he'd be whipped again, and the punishment was worse for anyone who used his real name, so he was forced to go by it. But, no matter what, in his heart, he was Roy Rose, and he reminded himself this every night he went to sleep. He would not lose his identity like the others had!

"There now, my little black rose. You'll be alright." Kiara's voice was soothing, as she held him close. Being the eldest, Kiara took it upon herself to look after the others, especially Roy, who was the youngest. There was no kinder soul alive, he reckoned, and he cherished her.

The fighting was over quickly, and the slaves, for that's what they truly were, had to leave the caves until the Grimm bodies dissipated. The sun was blistering as it shone down upon them, and Roy tried not thinking about it, even as he squinted in the sudden bright light.

"The Grimm are coming at a quicker rate than normal." Roy heard a man mutter nearby, recognizing the voice as Bruno, the man who had flown him and Bayard here.

"Ey, I fear that we may have to stop mining for now. The old crone won't be happy, but there's nothing we can do."

"Damn brats, they're probably the ones attracting the Grimm."

Roy tuned them out and went on to observe his fellow laborers. They were all thin and haggard looking, unnatural in that their arms and backs were muscled, despite their undernourishment. The Tribe needed them alive and healthy enough to dig, not well fed.

"Ciar, are you OK?" Kiara's gentle voice stirred within Roy and he blinked, realizing he had been zoning out, a bad habit for him when he wasn't moving or doing anything. He looked up at her and smiled, and she returned the gesture.

After a few more minutes of waiting, Bayard finally left the caves, scowling.

"Tch, it's no good. The Grimm did some damage down there, and killed one of the workers. Stupid deaf boy didn't hear them coming. It looks like we'll have to stop the work for now, send the diggers to the baths and then to the shack. They stink."

As they were jostled along, Roy's eyes stung with tears at the news, and his fists clenched. Daven, the boy who had helped him earlier, was dead. He didn't deserve to die, not by Grimm. And the way Bayard so casually dismissed him angered Roy, but he couldn't do anything. He wasn't a fighter, nor was he a Hunter like his mother and father.

"It's OK, Ciar. It's OK." Kiara said soothingly, rubbing his shoulder as they were marched to the bathes. It was a crudely made building, built over some springs that welled up from the ground. There, they were stripped and forced into the hot water, where they scrubbed themselves down with sand to get clean.

Some of the older boys who were in the same bath as Roy and Kiara turned away, making sure not to even glance her way. Roy didn't understand it, and was always confused by this. He had taken plenty of baths before with his mother and sisters, so why were they bothered by Kiara?

Speaking of which, the older girl was currently sitting behind him, scrubbing his back as gently as she could. Roy winced as he felt the sand and her nails go over the scars the whip had made over the years. Bayard was especially cruel to him, though Roy suspected it had something to do with what the old crone had commended them to treat him.

Even if it wasn't, he suspected the man would have done it anyway.

"There you go, my little black rose. All clean. Next up is your beautiful hair."

"Kiara?" Roy spoke up, turning to look at the girl, "Why do you call me that?"

She simply smiled and hugged the boy close to her.

"Well, that's because you are my little black rose, silly," She said, stroking his hair, "It's my duty to look after you. After all, you're my child. Now, let's get that hair clean, then you can scrub my back, alright?"

"OK." He said, smiling, and she let him go and turned him around, and started to scrub his hair. Honestly, she was a little strange, but times like this reminded him of his family, and of how his mother used to wash him up in the bath. It helped him keep hope that they'd eventually get away.

After Kiara was done, she turned around and Roy began scrubbing her back, careful to not touch the scars that adorned her back. He wondered why the men were particularly vicious towards her, and frowned at all the scars on her body.

He started on her long black hair, skillfully untangling the snarls that were in her hair, smoothing it out, and washing it with the herbs they had available. She was as close as family that he had right now, and he wanted to help ease her pain in any way he could.

Hours passed and they still couldn't enter the caves, so it was time to turn in for the night. And what a cold night it was. Roy shivered in his sleep, wishing he still had his old cloak, even if it was probably too small for him now. Even with Kiara's arms wrapped around him, it was freezing out. It was a wonder none of them died during the night.

_How long can we keep going like this?_

Roy's thoughts drifted towards possible ways to escape as sleep slowly took him, and memories of his family filled his dreams, before turning into nightmares of Beowolves entering the Rose-Xiao Long house, eyes glowing red, snarling and reaching for him.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> _Originally, this was going to be a longer chapter, and I was going to end the Tribe Arc in one go, but that would be in poor taste, and not make sense, as a writer and for readers. So it's going to continue most definitely in the next chapter, and maybe end a chapter after that, depend on how this goes._

_Ciar, Kiara, and Daven all mean "Black" in different languages. Yes, Kiara is broken, and truly believes Roy is her child. Poor girl. For those wondering why Roy's naive in this chapter, it's because he hasn't properly hit puberty yet, nor had "The Talk". He still retains much of his innocence here, and doesn't see Kiara as a woman yet, just an older parental/sisterly figure._


	4. Chapter Three

**Chapter Three**

* * *

><p><em>The Beowolves crept closer to him and Ruby, snarling and snapping their jaws. He held onto his sister for dear life, wondering where his father and mother were. Yang stood in front, defiantly, blocking her younger siblings from the creatures' view. <em>

_They snarled and lunged at Yang, catching her body in their teeth and jaws, and began tear her apart in front of Ruby and Roy's horrified eyes. With a scream, Ruby grabbed Roy's hand and the two began to run, with the Grimm hot on their heels. Roy tripped and fell, losing his grip on Ruby._

_She stopped and turned back to him, completely missing the Beowolf behind her. With one swipe of its claws, her head was removed from her shoulders. Roy screamed as the beasts descended upon him, and all went dark._

* * *

><p>Roy woke up screaming, eyes wild, feverishly looking around. It was dark out, and many of the others were still asleep, accustomed to the boy's nightmares by now. All but one.<p>

Kiara immediately stood up and wrapped her arms around the boy, drawing him close to her as he sobbed into her shoulder.

The nightmares never stopped, no matter how hard he tried to make them. No matter what he was feeling, every night, without fail, he'd end up screaming later. He hated it. He hated it! He missed his family and wanted to go home. But he had no idea where he even was.

Slowly his sobs subsided, as Kiara rubbed his back and stroked his hair, singing some tune softly.

"My poor little black rose," She murmured, "Don't worry, everything will be alright."

Roy wanted to believe her, he really did.

* * *

><p>Later that day, it was back into the caves with them. Roy was not in a good mood. In fact, he felt downright angry, something that rarely happened.<p>

"Alright, listen up! Those Grimm did a number on things down here, so you're going to have to work extra hard today to make up for lost time! You can be sure that I intend to crack down on you harder than ever!"

Roy scowled. That meant that Bayard would just crack down harder on _him_, and he hated it. He was reaching his breaking point, and wasn't sure what he would do if he couldn't take it anymore.

"Now, get to work!"

The whip cracked the air, and Roy eyed it wearily. It was a different whip this time, with thorns lining it. He shuddered, imagining just what horrible wounds that would inflict on someone. He turned to Kiara who was picking away at rock with her pickaxe, and remembered the scars that adorned her body.

There was no way he could allow her to be struck with that thing. Picking up his own pickaxe, Roy made his way to his designated work station, and began hacking away at the rockwall. Not for the first time, Roy began to wonder why they even were **doing** this. What purpose did it serve to kidnap other children and force them into labor like this?

There was also the thing the old crone had talked about eight years ago. Something about him being a "Silver-Eye" and powers. Roy was forced to work harder than the rest in the hopes that the stress would "awaken", whatever that meant. However, he would not allow himself to get stressed out over this. He had to be positive.

**CRACK!**

Roy flinched, expecting to feel searing pain across his back, but none came. Slowly, he turned around and realized the whip hadn't been directed at him. No, to his horror, it was used on Kiara! The girl stumbled to her knees, clutching herself in pain, as her back bled. And there, stand over her, was Bayard, whip raised.

It happened in a blur. Roy wasn't thinking clearly. But the second he saw the man bring that whip down a second time, something inside him snapped, and white hot anger coursed through his body. He found himself rushing at Bayard, screaming in rage, and hit the man with his shoulder, hoping to knock him down.

Unfortunately, that didn't work. Roy was malnourished and weak, even with the muscle he gained the past eight years. He succeeded in doing nothing more than causing the man to stumble, before getting backhanded across the face, just like all those years ago.

Bayard glared at the boy as he stood protectively in front of Kiara, and cracked his whip threateningly.

"Ciar, you stupid little fool. Silver-Eye or not, you just made a big mistake."

Roy stood defiantly, looking the man right in the eye without flinching.

"My name is not Ciar. I am **Roy Rose**."

That day would forever be etched into his memory, long after he moved on. The whip sailed through the air. A loud crack resounded throughout the caves, and accompanying it was the horrifying sound of flesh being torn, and a sickening squelch.

Roy collapsed to the ground in pain with a scream, clutching his right eye as blood poured down his face. Correction, where his right eye **HAD** been. Now it was stuck to the thorns on the whip that Bayard held, even as he rose it high above his head, twirling it about as blood and bits of eye flew.

He kicked Roy over, moved his hands, and brought the whip down on his face again, where his right eye socket was. Two, three times the whip sliced his eye socket, and Roy's screams filled the caves. Bayard stepped back, panting, and smiled.

"That is what you get for being defiant, you filthy little runt."

Kiara rushed over to Roy's side, and propped him up in her arms, gazing at his face.

"No, no, no! Ohh, my poor little rose! Your face! Your eye!"

She began to sob, cradling him in her arms as she rocked back and forth. Bayard glared at her and aimed a kick at her ribs.

"Get back to work!"

Kiara stopped rocking, and slowly looked up at the man. For the first time in years, her mind was clear, and she glared at him with as much hate as she could muster inside her. She slowly set Roy up against a wall and stood, turning to Bayard.

"I'LL KILL YOU!" She screamed, lunging at the man, startling him. The other children stopped what they were doing and watched in awe as she struggled with the man, clawing at his face and eyes, biting and kicking him. The other guards came rushing to his aid, and that's when all hell broke loose.

A low rumbling sound was heard from deep within the caves, and the darkness lit up with red eyes. Slowly, and then quickly, the Creeps came rushing out, roaring as they sensed the negative emotions of the guards and slaves alike.

"GRIMM!" One guard screamed before he was quickly pounced on and torn apart. The guards quickly tried organizing a defense, but there were too many. Kiara quickly got off Bayard, leaving him to try fending off the Grimm, and she rushed to Roy and threw one of his arms over her shoulders before trying to leave the caves.

Guards, slaves, and Grimm alike ran about, trying to get away, trying to fight, and killing any person too slow to flee. It was a miracle that Kiara and Roy made it out without being attacked. The village was a mess. There were Creeps and Beowolves everywhere, and The Tribe was trying to fight them off in vain.

Kiara made it to a building and slammed the door, praying no Grimm had spotted them. She then propped Roy up against a wall and tore off the sleeves of her shirt, using them as crude bandages to cover Roy's damaged eye.

"Roy." She hissed quietly, shaking him urgently until the boy slowly came to, eye adjusting to the different lighting and pain.

"Y-you called me by my real name." He said weakly, and she smiled.

"Of course. After you said that it was your name so passionately, I couldn't keep using that name they gave you. Besides," she said, gazing at his black-red hair, "It fits you, my little rose."

She ruffled his hair, before turning serious and looking out the window.

"We have to get out of here. I need you to be strong. Can you stand?"

Roy grit his teeth and nodded, slowly standing while bracing himself against the wall for support. Kiara rewarded him with a brief smile, before she dug around the shack, looking for something to use as a weapon. The best she could find were two short swords, which she nodded to herself with satisfaction.

She turned to Roy and tied a makeshift sheathe around his waist and sheathed one of the swords in it.

"You'll need it."

Together they made it out the shack, and worked on making their way out of the village. Before they went far, the howls of Beowolves followed them, announcing their guests.

"Go, run!" Kiara shouted, pushing Roy forward as she stood back, sword in hand to face the Grimm.

"Keep going and don't stop! Don't even look back! I'll be with you shortly, I promise!"

Roy did as he was told, and ran. He fled from the screams, the howling, and his fear. He ran until he couldn't run anymore, and then he kept running after that.

* * *

><p>It was dark by time he collapsed inside a small rock formation he found. Crawling inside it, he drifted off to a fitful sleep, filled with screams, blood, and the image of Bayard cracking the whip down at his face, as the right side went dark.<p>

"_Roy._"

He jolted awake, unsure of how long he'd been out for. He looked around, wondering if what he had just heard was part of his dreams or not.

"_Roy!_"

No, it wasn't! It was Kiara! She was alive!

"Kiara!" He called out, and rushed out of his hiding place, frantically looking around for her. Soon he was able to spot her, slowly limping her way towards him. He ran to meet her, a smile on his face.

"Kiara! You're alive!" He cried out with joy, but that soon faded the minute he got up to her. She looked up at him with a smile, before collapsing on him, the both of them falling to the ground, her on top of him.

"K-Kiara?!" Roy gasped in shock, and the older girl just shushed him.

"I'm fine, Roy. I just need to lay here for a bit, OK? I need to stay off my back."

"O-OK." Roy stammered as her arms circled around him. He returned the gesture, only to pull them away quickly when he felt something wet and hot on her back. Gazing at his arms, his eyes grew wide with horror.

They were caked in blood.

He gasped and sat up into a sitting position, holding her against him as he look around her to see her back. It was split wide open, clear to the bone. He was looking at her insides.

His stomach lurched and he desperately fought not to throw up.

"Kiara, your back!" He choked out, "What are we going to do?"

No answer.

"Kiara?" He said slowly, slightly shaking the girl. She still didn't answer, and when he pulled her away from him, he choked back tears.

Kiara stared back at him, unblinking, her eyes glazed over. It was clear she was dead.

"_Kiara!_" Roy choked out, tears filling his eyes as he stared at the dead woman. He cradled her body and openly wept, his loud wailing filling the air as he rocked back and forth, holding her body.

He hadn't even gotten the chance to say goodbye.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> _Well, I finished the Tribe Arc in the next chapter after all. Poor Roy. I have to admit, I felt like tearing up when I wrote that last sentence. Silly, eh? After all, I planned this from the get-go, from the very first chapter. The most painful deaths are the sudden ones. At least when they're dying, they get to say goodbye, and the characters, and you by extension, gets to mentally prepare for it. Not this time._**  
><strong>

_I'm currently writing this while it's storming outside, with no internet, so this chapter is being uploaded the same time as chapter two, so you get a double feature. I hope you enjoy this still, despite how dark it got. I'm not going to pretend it won't get any darker later on, but it won't nearly get as graphic as this chapter. Need to keep my T rating._

_As always, please feel free to leave a review, whether it be anonymous or signed, even if it's just to say something short and quick. I love hearing your thoughts on even minor details._
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* * *

><p>Days passed by without Roy even noticing. He stumbled along in a daze, unsure and alone. He hadn't even been able to bury Kiara's body, not when he had heard Beowolf howls in the distance. No, he had been forced to leave it behind and run.<p>

His right eye-socket hurt horribly, as did his whole body. He was starving, and severely dehydrated, but he kept going, driven by the desperate desire to see his family again. So Roy kept going forward, never once stopping. But the Human body can only take so much before it collapses, even if the person's will is strong.

Years of undernourishment and days of hard travel took their toll on the boy's body, and Roy collapsed. Above him, he could see black birds circling in the sky. Something seemed off about them, but he couldn't tell what. Slowly, his eyes closed.

_Mom, Dad, Ruby, Yang, Kiara, I'm sorry._

Roy lost consciousness, unaware of the flock of Nevermore descending upon him, nor the large group heading his way.

* * *

><p><em>"Do you think he's still alive?"<em>

_"Of course he is, he's still breathing. The poor child's simply unconscious, and no wonder at that. Look at how malnourished he is!"_

_"Look at these scars! Boy's been through hell."_

_"Someone bring me some actual bandages, and make sure they're clean. This wound needs addressing IMMEDIATELY!"_

The voices flitted to and fro through Roy's consciousness, and he couldn't make heads or tails of them. His right eye felt like it was on fire, his throat and tongue were swollen, and his whole body ached.

_Is this what dying feels like?_

But instead of fading, like he figured happened when people died, he felt his sense of pain growing. When it became too much, he gasped, his eye shooting open. All he saw was fabric above him.

"Easy there, little one." A deep voice sounded to his left. He turned to the source and saw a large man sitting there. The man had dark skin, bleached white hair, and a gentle face.

"W-water." Roy croaked out, and the man quickly pulled a strange looking bottle out. It looked like it was made from animal fur, but Roy didn't give the thought any attention as the man brought it up to his lips, and water flowed from it. The boy drank quickly and eagerly, but the man tilted it away from him.

"Easy there, child. You need to drink slowly, otherwise you will choke. Take it nice and slow."

He put the bottle back to Roy's mouth, and this time he drank slowly, letting the cool liquid wet his lips and cool his throat. When he had his fill, the man put the bag away, and smiled at Roy.

"How are you feeling?"

"I hurt a lot." Roy whimpered, and the man only shook his head in sympathy.

"That does not surprise me. You have had it rough, and your body is in desperate need of rest and recovery. You are blessed that we came along when we did, and found you, otherwise you would have been torn to pieces by the Nevermore."

"'We'? Nevermore?"

The man shook his head, stalling any further questions.

"All will be explained later. For now, you rest. You are in a precarious situation right now, and your condition is barely stable. One of my fellows has returned to our main group to fetch our medic. Know that you are among friends, and are safe for the time being. For now, sleep."

Roy wanted to protest, but he was too weak to say much more. The water had been greatly needed, but it didn't automatically heal his body. Exhausted physically, mentally, and emotionally, Roy leaned back on the cot he was on, and slowly closed his eyes, letting sleep take him once more.

When the man was sure Roy was asleep, he slowly got up and walked out of the tent, where he was greeted by a woman.

"How is he?"

The man sighed, and ran his fingers through his hair.

"That child has been through hell. I do hope the rest of the group gets here soon. Jade is desperately needed here."

* * *

><p>The next time Roy woke up, he found himself staring into the deep green eyes of a boy older than he was.<p>

"Well, looks like my patient finally decided to join us in the land of the living! Good morning!"

His accent was thick, and strange sounding, but he seemed friendly, and more importantly, he was doing something to Roy's face.

"W-who are you?" Roy asked a bit fearfully, and the older boy laughed.

"My name is Jade-Hwan. I'm a medic, and to answered your unasked question, which is easily visible in your remaining eye, I am replacing the bandages over what remains of your right eye-socket. Had to clean the wound, and cut much of the dead and infected skin away. Let me tell you, you're lucky that whatever took your right eye did so already. With this much damage, there would have been no saving it. Of course, the downside is the socket got infected, but I can take care of that easily."

Much of what he said went over Roy's head, but he got the general gist of it.

"So, you're helping me?"

The boy let out another laugh.

"Of course I am! Well, I'm trying to, anyway. You're really my first serious case for a patient. I've never had the chance to treat wounds as serious as yours, so this is a good experience for me! Now, I need to let you know this firsthand, but there's going to be some permanent scarring on your body. Whatever did this to you really did a number, not to mention the obvious years' worth of abuse you've undoubtedly suffered, if those whip marks are anything to go by.

At this rate, I may have to have your Aura unlocked in order to help the healing process along. I don't do it often, because having one's Aura unlocked means you go from being an ordinary citizen to Hunter material, and indeed, that's probably the best, but I may have no choice in this matter."

"Unlock...my Aura?" Roy said slowly, and the boy paused from his work, staring at him questionably.

"You DO know what Aura is, don't you?" He asked.

"A little," Roy responded, "My mother taught me a bit about it, long ago."

"Uh-huh..."

Jade was quiet after that, seemingly contemplating something as he went to work on Roy's bandages. Eventually, he finally spoke up.

"Well, that's all fine and dandy, but just to be absolutely safe and sure and sound, I'm going to explain it to you regardless if you know it or not. If you do, just humor me a bit, I work best when chatting away.

Aura is an extension of one's Soul. All Humans, Faunus, Animals, and even Plants have Aura. For ordinary 'zens such as yourself, Aura is locked away, unresponsive, dormant. Judging from that quizzical look you're giving me, you are barely following along. Let's just say for normal people, their Aura is asleep inside them.

Now, there's a few ways Aura can be unlocked. Times of great stress or great need are two great ways to have it happen. A near death experience is another, but it's not recommended. A far safer way is for someone who already has their Aura unlocked to use their Aura to give yours a push, like a wake up call."

After he was satisfied with his handiwork on Roy's face, he grabbed some ointment and looked at the boy.

"Alright, I'm going to have to flip you onto your back. Those scars need tending to, and this stuff gets the job done nicely. By the way, you have a name, kid?"

"Roy. Roy Rose."

"Hmm, _"Red Rose"_. A good name, if a bit obvious, but I'm not one to judge. So Roy, what I'm getting at is I could have your Aura unlocked for you, and it could help speed the healing process up. However, it's entirely up to you. Having your Aura unlocked means you carry a great responsibility, and a duty."

Jade fell silent as he applied the ointment to Roy's back, giving the boy time to think. Yes, he remembered a bit about Aura. His mother told him that it was what protected Hunters and Huntresses from lethal wounds. She had told him that, should he wish, she'd unlock it for him when he was older.

Then he remembered Kiara, and the horrible wounds that had been inflicted on her. He remembered how she had died, her back torn open so horribly that her innards fell out, and tears began to fall from his lone eye.

"Jade?" He asked slowly, and the boy paused in his work, "If...if my Aura is unlocked, would I be able to learn how to fight? Would I be able to travel?"

Jade was quiet for a while, staring at his ward, seeing the pack his head was resting on get wet from the kid's tears. The boy knew loss, that much was evident. Jade was young, only sixteen to be honest, but he had seen things that scarred him mentally, caused him to mature quickly. He knew the signs when he saw them.

"Yes," he finally said, putting the ointment down, "Not only could you be able to travel Remnant, and fight, but you could also protect people as well. Roy, do you want me to have your Aura unlocked for you?"

"Yes." The boy's answer was quick to come, and firm. Jade smiled.

"Alright then. Let me go get the girl who will do it. Here, put these on. They're some fresh clothes. Sorry, but what you had been wearing hardly counted as clothing of any sort."

Jade stayed behind only to be sure Roy could move on his own, before leaving the tent as the boy put on the somewhat loose pants and tunic he was handed. They fit well, and seemed loose only so as to let hair blow through them, cooling the wearer.

Minutes passed as Roy sat there, and finally Jade returned, this time a younger girl in tow. She had the whitest hair Roy had ever seen, and gunmetal blue eyes.

"Roy, this is Eira Diamond. Now, she may seem young, and she is, fourteen years old, but she's our resident Aura unlocker and Dust expert, and she'll be the one unlocking your Aura for you."

The girl smiled and gave a polite curtsy, before walking over to Roy.

"I hope you don't mind." She said kindly, before taking both his hands in hers.

"Now, close your eyes."

Roy did as she said, and Eira did the same before beginning to speak.

**_"For it is in the memories of others that we achieve true immortality. Because of this, we strive to protect the ones we love, and stand as a beacon of hope to those who need it. By my hands, I release your soul, and set it free as a safeguard against evil."_**

With that, Roy felt something within him stir. A feeling that spread from deep within his chest, and flooded through his body.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes: <strong>_OK, that chant was difficult to come up with. I did not want to use Pyrrha's, as I believe that if a person does unlock someone's Aura, they have their own methods and chants. I wanted something unique that would later fit with Eira and Roy, and their reasons for what they do. However, I couldn't think of a way to go about doing this.  
><em>

_Cue good ol' **Coeur Al'Aran**, who unknowingly helped me, thanks to his fanfic, "**Not This Time, Fate**". I compared the chant he has in that to Pyrrha's own, and from both of those came up with what you read. So, thanks mate, and cheers! He's probably not reading this, but I felt the need to credit him regardless._

_Eira means snow. No, she's not a replacement for Weiss. She will be her own character with her own goals and fighting style. Gunmetal blue is a real eye colour, and a cool one at that. Check it out._
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* * *

><p>Aura was an incredible thing, Roy decided. It had been a day since his Aura had been unlocked, and already his wounds were fully healed, though Jade sadly confirmed that the scars would remain, and no, his eye was gone for good.<p>

"Well Roy, there's not much else I can do for you," Jade said with a smile as he saw the boy wolf down the meal set in front of him, "Your Aura is taking care of your wounds far better than I could, and you seem to be getting better each day, if your appetite is anything to go by. So, to celebrate your recovery, I decided to have this made for you."

Jade handed Roy a small leather piece, and he turned it over, examining it.

"What is it?" He asked, and Jade laughed.

"It's an eyepatch. See that flap there? You cover your eye socket with that. It protects the socket from infection and anything that might end up entering it."

Roy gazed at the eyepatch in wonder, and Jade laughed once more.

"Here, let me help you put it on. Think of this as my final act as your medic."

Jade walked over to Roy and took the eyepatch, then went about tying it and slipping it over his eye socket. Satisfied with his work, he stepped back.

"Yep, that should do it. You'll get used to taking it on and off over time, though there should be few instances that you do so. Bathing and the occasional checkup should suffice."

After that, Jade left, and Roy sat there, feeling the eyepatch over his empty socket. It was hard, getting used to only having one eye now. Everything seemed off, and his depth perception was eschewed. The first time he had tried to grab something, he had missed.

It was frustrating, and there was nothing he could do about it but adapt. For now, he was ordered to take it easy, rest, and eat. He needed to get his body back to prime health.

* * *

><p>Later that day, Roy was visited by an absolutely massive man. Easily topping seven feet, the man had to crouch low to enter the little tent the boy was in. Clipped to his back was an even bigger sword.<p>

"So, you're Roy Rose." The man said, his deep voice rumbling like thunder, and Roy nodded nervously.

"I am pleased to meet you. I am Verdauga, and I am the leader of the Wild Hunters, the group that saved your life. I would wish it that you tell me how you came to be in that situation."

Roy hesitated, but only for a brief moment. He told the man about how he was kidnapped from his family by Bayard. He told him of the eight years he was forced to spend as a slave. He talked about that horrible day, and the death of Kiara.

When he was finished, Verdauga was silent, sitting cross-legged in front of the boy's cot.

"You have had a harsh life, young Roy. It is indeed fortunate that my family had found you when they did. The deserts of Vacuo are vicious, and unforgiving, and it is only the strong who survive out here. I cannot say that I am able to help you return to your family and land. The Wild Hunters do not associate with the modern world unless we have great need. However, we shall raise you up among us, and turn you into a fine warrior. Once you are old enough to survive on your own, and strong, we shall point you in the direction of Vacuo's largest port town, where you will find passage home."

The man fell silent once more, and Roy stared at him. Of course, it would never have been as simple or easy as asking for help home. No, Roy knew the man was right. He had barely escaped from The Tribe as it was, there was no way he would make it home alone.

Besides, he couldn't get the image of Kiara's body out of his head. Worse still, sometimes the image was replaced with that of one of his sisters. No, if Roy didn't want something like that happen again, he had to be able to defend himself so others didn't have to. He had to be able to fight alongside others to protect his family.

What was that part of chant that Eira had used to unlock his Aura?

_"__Because of this, we strive to protect the ones we love, and stand as a beacon of hope to those who need it."_

Yes, just like the heroes that he and Ruby had adored when their mother had read to them, Roy would learn how to fight alongside others. He would become a Hunter!

* * *

><p>Eventually, Roy was strong enough to stand on his own. The Wild Hunters were incredibly patient and kind with him. Even though they normally traveled across the sand of Vacuo, they were content to sit by in one place and wait for him to recover.<p>

They were an interesting group. Their garb was made up of bones, metal, and other primitive looking materials, giving them a very fierce appearance. Even their weapons were intimidating; large weapons looking like bones and jaws of giant creatures.

When Roy finally left the tent, he was greeted by smiling faces and kind words. There were very few kids his age, with the exception of Eira, maybe Jade, and one other kid, a boy Eira's age. That was a meeting Roy would forever remember.

He had been walking around, gazing in wonder at the weapons and armor, when he saw Eira standing nearby, talking with a boy he hadn't seen before. The boy was dressed in a yellow-tan tunic that was open in a V shape, and black and brown pants. He was wearing two brown bracers on his wrists, and had bleached blond hair.

The boy saw him and smiled, striding over to him. Roy took notice that his eyes were a deep hazel colour.

"So! You're Roy Rose. I was wondering who the mystery patient of Jade's was!"

He was loud, but cheerful, and friendly.

"My name is Kain Adair. Nice to meet you!"

He held out a hand to Roy, and Roy shook it, a smile on his face. Kain's personality reminded him just slightly of Yang, and he found himself liking the older boy.

"Welcome to Vacuo, the buttcrack of Remnant! Here you'll find hot blistering sun, sand, more sand, even more sand, and still more sand! Vacuo, brought to you by Sand; It's everywhere! Get used to it! Here, the key to surviving is NOT to think of it as an inhospitable wasteland of death, but to instead think of it as one giant beach party!"

Beside him, Eira simply rolled her eyes.

"He's an idiot, please ignore him."

Kain's behavior was infectious. No matter what was happening, he stayed upbeat and positive, always ready with a joke or wisecrack at the situation's expense. The boy was strong too, easily capable of lifting objects much bigger than him. It probably helped that his fighting style was to punch and kick things to death.

Under the three older kids' watchful eyes, and the rest of the Wild Hunters' instruction, Roy slowly recovered, and filled out. No longer was he lean and malnourished. Instead, he was healthy, with his bones now hidden under proper skin, muscle and tissue.

As time passed, Roy grew fond of the Wild Hunters. However, he never forgot his family, or his original purpose for staying with them. He had to learn how to fight. And he knew just the person to help him with that.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> _Now we're getting somewhere! I'm going to come clean now, the Wild Hunters are just the Hunters from Monster Hunter, plain and simple. So yeah. Also, references. They are cool.  
><em>

_Verdauga" is a Latin derivation meaning "green eyes". It is also probably one of the most kickass names around._

_"But wait just a second, DD!" You say angrily, already typing away in the review box, "Kain's name does NOT follow the colour rule that Monty applied to RWBY OCs! You even have the link on your profile, hypocrite!"_

_And yes, you are indeed correct! It doesn't follow the rules, and there is a very good reason for this, very relevant to the plot in fact! I promise. Please give it a chance, I'm positive that once you learn the reason why, you will enjoy it. Speaking of Kain, he is my favorite character to write in this story. He is based off several friends and family members, and the stupid things we've said and done over the years. I hope he grows on you.  
><em>

_His outfit was inspired by Hercules: The Legendary Journeys, with Kevin Sorbo. Shoutout to fellow 90s kids, yo!_
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* * *

><p>Kain was lying on the sand, enjoying the warmth seeping through. It was a pretty mild day, clouds in the sky covering up the sun enough to not cause discomfort, and coupled with the cool breeze that was going, the sand felt wonderful. He was content to just lie there and rest, even as a butterfly landed on his nose. It might have stayed longer too, if he hadn't sneezed the poor thing into oblivion.<p>

He leaned back and closed his eyes, intent on just lazing about until they were ready to pack up and leave when a shadow was cast over him, casting a slight chill from the sun, and blocking out the light. He cracked one hazel eye open to see Roy standing above him, looking nervous, but excited.

"What's up, Roy?" He asked. He never could help but feel pity for the younger boy every time he saw his face, and the scars still slightly visible behind that eyepatch. That's why he had taken it upon himself to help the kid whenever he needed it.

"I want to learn how to fight." Roy said firmly, and Kain merely sat up. Of course he would want to fight, Kain could see it in his eye. There was determination there, to be sure. However...

"Yeah, I figured as much. But why tell me this?"

Roy shifted in place, looking anywhere but directly at Kain.

"I was kind of hoping that you'd maybe be able to train me to fight like you do?"

Ah, so that was why he came to Kain. Interesting, but sadly, for nought.

"Sorry, but my style isn't exactly fit for just anyone. Your body isn't built for it."

Roy looked at Kain, and was forced to admit that the older boy was right. Kain was built pretty well, and chances were that he'd gain even more muscle as he got older. This disappointed Roy.

"Hey now," Kain said with a smile, hoping that Roy wasn't too discouraged, "I can't teach you to fight like me, but you shouldn't give up just because of something minor like that. You're not suited to fighting like me, but maybe you should try a different way. You once mentioned both your parents were Hunters. Tell me, what weapons did they use?"

Roy thought back to his parents. Taiyang fought with his fists, and Roy already knew that was a no-go, but his mother, Summer...

"Well, my mother used twin swords that could be combined into a sword-staff. My father fought with his fists."

"See, there you go! Why not try and follow in your mother's footsteps? You're pretty small right now, so the extra reach would help you, and I actually kind of like the idea of twin swords used like that."

Roy's eye lit up as he thought about it, and he nodded vigorously. Kain smiled at the boy's excitement, and then he thought of something.

"So, you said your father used his fists, eh? How strong is he, what's he like?"

"He's very strong! He was able to hold off hordes of Beowolves by himself with no problem! There's no one who can defeat him!"

Kain laughed at the praise Roy was heaping on his father.

"So, what's the man's name?"

"His name is Taiyang Xiao Long."

Kain choked, and fell over. He stood abruptly, grabbing Roy by the shoulders, staring at him intently.

"Did you just say your father's name is Taiyang Xiao Long? As in THE Taiyang Xiao Long?!"

Roy stared at his friend's face in surprise.

"Umm, y-yes? You know of him?"

Kain let go of Roy and barked out a laugh.

"Are you kidding me?! EVERY Hunter and Huntress who fights using their fists and feet know of Taiyang Xiao Long! That man's a BEAST! No one's ever been able to fight on par with him, ever! And you're his son?!"

"Uh, yes?"

"This...this changes everything," Kain said quietly as he stood back, looking thoughtful, "Alright, Roy, listen up! Here's the deal. You're going to choose what weapon you want to use, and I'm going to help you get stronger! Your stamina needs work, for sure, and even if you can't use the style I use, I can still teach you some basics."

"Really?!"

Really really," Kain replied with a smile, "Now, let's go find and harass Eira."

Roy watched his friend go with a quizzical look.

"Why would we do that?"

"Because besides being our resident expert on Dust, she's also very handy with crafting! We're going to have her make you two swords!"

* * *

><p>"No."<p>

"But Eira!"

"I said no, Kain."

"Don't do it for me, do it for Roy!"

"Not happening."

"You're making him sad! Look at him!"

"It's for his own good!"

"THINK OF THE CHILDREN!"

Eira heaved a deep sigh, already feeling a migraine coming on. She rubbed her forehead, and glared up at Kain.

"Kain, look, Roy is only **TWELVE**. He just barely survived a brush with death, and he's still in recovery. I'm not going to forge two swords for him just so you can beat him senseless with that _'training'_ you do."

Both boys wilted under Eira's scolding, disappointment clear in all three eyes. Eira sighed again and turned to Roy.

"Roy, please understand. Even if you're getting better, you're still recovering. You've been through eight years' worth of abuse and undernourishment. Not even Aura can take that away in just a couple of days, not to mention the trauma. None of us here want you overexerting yourself."

Roy looked at the ground as she said this, her hand on his shoulder. She was right, he knew that. She had a point about everything she said. Even now, Roy still had nightmares of what happened. And yet, he could never forget Daven's death, or Kiara and those horrible, horrible wounds inflicted on her. He could still feel her blood on his hands and arms, no matter how often he tried washing them.

"Eira, every time I go to sleep at night, I am plagued with nightmares. Sometimes they're about Beowolves, sometimes it's The Tribe. But each and every nightmare has one thing in common with the other; Someone I care about dies, in front of me. My parents. My sisters. Kiara. Kiara died trying to save me. She faced who knows how many Beowolves by herself as I ran away.

I'm not deluded enough to believe that I could have helped her under any circumstances if I had stayed to fight. However, I do not want to be that helpless again. I don't want others risking their own lives to save mine. I want to fight alongside those I care about, so I can help protect them even as they look out for me. I have to do this, for my own state of mind. I can't let someone else die for my sake, not if I have the chance to become stronger and learn how to fight myself."

Eira stared at Roy in surprise, and beside him, Kain simply smiled.

"Well now, Eira, how can you argue against something like that? I think Roy's ready and capable of doing this. We can't protect him forever, especially when the chief himself wants the kid stronger. Besides, it'll be harder if he CAN'T defend himself than if I train him now."

The girl look from Kain, who was smiling knowingly, and at Roy, determination burning in that single eye of his. She sighed, and shook her head.

"Dammit Kain, and you too, Roy. Just because I said no now didn't mean I was going to refuse outright permanently. I just wanted Roy to rest up and recover. I still don't think he's ready, but after hearing all that, and your own points, Kain, I can't refuse."

Roy smiled widely and hugged the girl, who was shocked at the sudden contact, but smiled in return and ruffled his hair.

"Now, I don't have the materials for any fancy weapons, but for now, I can forge you two simple swords. They should be good enough to get you by for now, until you're actually ready for a real fight. Kain, I do NOT want to see you working Roy to the bone! If I think it's too much for him, I will make you stop. Understand?"

Kain laughed and patted Eira's head, who simply glared at him.

"I'm not going to go overboard. There's no use in doing so if I just end up breaking him in half! I intend to work on his stamina first, then we'll go from there."

Eira nodded, disengaged herself from Roy, and stepped back.

"Alright, I'll go work on those swords then. I'll let Verdauga know what's going on. You two boys go find a suitable place to train, somewhere out of the way of the Hunters and Huntresses. Take Jade with you too, he should be there in case something happens."

With that, she walked off.

* * *

><p>Three days had passed since then, and Roy was quickly realizing something; Kain was a MONSTER in battle.<p>

"WAAAAH!" He screamed as he dove out of the way as Kain's fist pounded the ground where Roy had just been standing, sending sand flying in all directions.

"C'mon Roy, you've gotta do more than just run!" Kain laughed, turning to the kid who had put quite a bit of distance between himself and the monster trying to break his bones. Eira and Jade sat underneath Jade's medical tent nearby, the older boy laughing at the display.

"I would, except that would mean I have to get within your range!" Roy yelled across the way. Kain only grinned.

"I know, that's the point! And while I admire the fact that this has certainly increased your stamina and dodging by an amazing amount over the last three days, you can't keep running forever, you have to fight back!"

Kain charged in once more, and Roy yelped as he leaped out of the way once again. Eira only sighed and shook her head, hoping that this wasn't all one big mistake.

"Eira, why don't you try training him? At the rate this is going, I'm afraid poor Roy will end up becomin' a fine paste on the sand."

The girl turned to Jade, and shook her head.

"No, as much as I don't like it, Kain's right. Besides, you know full well that I'm more of a support type of fighter than a frontal assault, like Kain. Roy wants to learn how to fight, so Kain is the best for that. If he wanted to do it a different way, maybe then I could have helped. There's also another reason why Kain's good for this, and why he's doing this."

"Oh, and why's that?"

Eria kept her eyes on the two boys, watching them as she spoke.

"He's trying to force Roy's Semblance to develop."

Jade stood up quickly, shock on his face.

"What?! Already? That's-!"

"I know. But Kain said that if Roy's going to be able to fight, he needs his Semblance as well. I agree with him too, I just wish there was a better way than trying to force it out with near death."

Jade slowly sat down, clearly unhappy with the turn of events, but even he was forced to admit that Kain was right. The younger boy was actually kind of scary with his foresight, despite the constant cheerful attitude he displayed.

"C'mon Roy, attack me already! I'm gonna die of heatstroke before you ever get the nerve to do more than run!"

"Then stop attacking ME!"

Kain went in for another punch, the wind whistling as his fist sailed through the air. Roy once more leaped out of the way and Kain hit the sand hard, his fist sending up sand everywhere. Only this time, Roy took advantage of it.

Both swords swung through the air in an arc, and although it was somewhat of a clumsy swing, the struck true, slashing at Kain's back.

The older boy grunted as he took a few steps forwards, his Aura absorbing the impact, and turned to Roy with a grin.

"Good, you finally counterattacked. Now, let's see how long you can keep that up."

Roy shrieked as Kain lunged at him, a laugh coming from him as the boy turned and ran. He had a long way to go, but he was improving little by little.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> _You always see these protagonists say something along the lines of "I want to get stronger!", but most of the time they're without context. I wanted something that seemed at least realistic for why Roy wants to fight, and vengeance is just overdone. I think his little speech turned out well._**  
><strong>

_I keep wanting to do a timeskip and get to where Roy is now, but that would just ruin what I have now, which is showing the relationship between Roy, Kain, and Eira. There is a reason Jade is not involved. It will eventually be revealed, huehuehue. I chose to have Summer Rose use two swords that combine into a sword-staff because I feel it'd fit her. Also, yeah, the inspiration for that is Nerf's Vendetta Sword, no secrets about it._


End file.
